104                       TIME    RUNS    OUT
moon. Races suffer from brands and death, storing hate
for those in whose fields they toil. Teachers wonder if
truth is right; workmen puzzle over an honest wage;
words pass away in the acts of to-morrow ; hopes are dis-
solved in the cheers for Strong Men. Some dark spirit
mocks the destiny of fathers and sons.
The President's eyes fell on the lovely clock on the
mantel. I know his thoughts were with mine : time is
running out on this world at war. Time rides with the
forces of evil. Starvation, despair, the roots of anarchy, tug
at the need for action. The Christian forces cannot win this
war slowly. They lose God's victory if they do. Time is
the great imponderable now.